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Relationships  are  like  the  growth  of  a flower 

One  day  the  bud  is  not  fully  developed  and  there  are  no 

butterflies  around  her 

But  the  next  day  the  bud  blossoms  into  a beautiful 
flower  and  every  butterfly  seems  to  be  aroused  by  her 
Beauty  lies  beneath  the  petals 
Remember  this 


Robin  L.  Tremblay 
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Go  ahead. 

Go  on  down. 

Grasp  the  first  asp  on  the  left, 
the  blue  one,  fired  with  electricity. 
Consider  it  a gift — me  to  you  to  me 
Look,  you  might  as  well  pick  it  up 
after  all,  it's  quick  & clean 
& certainly  more  dramatic 
than  the  slow  road 
you're  traveling  now 
okay,  maybe  a tad  me/o  perhaps 
too  overkill  for  these  times 
& a little  redundant, 

I'll  grant  you  that, 
but  then,  what  isn't? 

I mean,  with  only  so  many  options 
available,  there's  bound  to  be 
replication,  plagiarism, 
of  one  kind  or  another 

Listen.  It's  easy 
to  become  a second 
Resurrected  Lady, 
using  up  those  nine  lives 
quicker  than  a cat's  paw 
jumping  off  a hot  griddle; 
you  remember  her,  right? 

Finding  the  glass  jar 
too  transparent  for  her  liking, 
she  sought  to  be  perfected... 
slipped  over  the  edge 
the  quiet  blue  flame 
taking  her  into  the  dark  void. 

Take  off  on  the  ol'  Hansel/Gretel 
routine,  yes?  Sans  kids. 

What  about  the  other  one? 

Winging  her  way 
out  of  her  own  room 
wading  into  a river,  oblivion, 
pockets  filled  with  pebbles,  poesy 
or  maybe  you  prefer 
the  other  confessor,  later  on... 
her  kind,  who  alternately 
cried  & slept  & swore  & rowed. 

At  the  last,  what  a gas! 
wrapped  too  tight  in  Mama's  furs 
(huh,  no  swaddling  clothes  here...) 
poor  old  wounded  shebear 
gone  to  sleep  in  a black  hole — 


P A R N A S S 


U S S 


P R 


N G 9 8 


Again...  this  one  gets 
absolutely  nowhere. 

Of  course,  she  was  bound 

to  fly  right  out  of  her  own  mind — 

Okay,  easy  to  see  why 

you  might  see  yourself  in  these  three — 

haunting  the  August  moon, 

obsessing  about  beautiful  cool  nights, 

still  in  awe  of  the  other/self — 

who  dances  in  the  glass 

a shape,  a promise  of  some  vague 

undefined  sort  of  magic, 

some  strange  enticing  chariot 

come  to  take  you  home. 

Huhh,  guaranteed:  only  rain  clouds  here — 
scudding  swiftly  across  the  sky. 

Only  a dream,  only  a dream. 

You  should  have  inquired, 

I would  have  advised...  caution — 

Oh.  What's  this? 

I'm  to  believe  those  twisted  lips — 
the  world's  in  denial  not  you? 

You're  okay,  awake,  aware, 
the  only  one 
dealing  (quite  nicely!) 
with  this  macabre 
human  predicament? 

And  my  evaluation 

of  your  condition, 

of  the  situation  is  skewed? 

Hmm,  with  you,  it's  different? 
your  heart's  desire  is  unlike 
those  lost  ladies-in-waiting, 
their  journeys,  air  to  stone  to  air 
again,  complete.  Bone  to  dust, 
love  & lust,  only  memory.  Or  less. 

It's  the  truth,  you  protest. 

Oh.  So  it's  otherwise. 

Well,  show  me  then,  otherwise 
I'll  have  to  conclude...  otherwise. 

Very  convincing,  Sarah. 

You  actually  give  me  heartburn. 

No  surprise,  hon'.  Didn't  your  own 
particular  Herr  Doktar  give  you  the  label 
Woman  of  Presence...  Formidable? 

I've  noticed,  tho', 
that  ingenuous  blue  gaze. 

Such  a fake.  The  way  those 


blue  eyes  switch — sugar  to  ice 
to  lies.  From  Come-F-lither  to... 

Dontcha-Dare- Ask-Back-Off, 
pretty  damn  quick. 

My  oh  my,  how  you  do  intimidate, 

Little-Ms-Charismatic- 

I'm-Just-Fine-I-Call-The-Shots- 

l-Run-The-Show- 

Shut-Up-Leave-Me-Alone- 

Or-Go-Away! 
just  to  note.  Love: 

FHades'  a damned  bore 
there's  nothing  to  write, 
nothing  to  read,  believe  me. 

Zero,  Zilch,  Zippo! 

FHeaven  knows  why  I'm  telling  you 

it's  a nasty  little  secret,  this; 

the  ladies-in-waiting 

would  never  reveal 

they  are  still  sooorely 

distressed  & in  need  of  Company... 

Fresh  blood,  see! 

Just  keep  it  in  mind  as  you  go  on 
sloshing  through  that  dream 
you're  drowning  in... 
and  after — 

don't  say  you  never  saw  it  coming, 

you  never  had  a second  chance, 

don't  say  Lilith  never  dropped  in 

and  you  never  heard  no  whispering  Samaritan — 

hey, 

don't  conjure  up  any  damn  stories  like  that... 

okay? 


mj  wagner 


Lisa  Finnegan 
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A storm  is  forming  on  the  horizon  before 
him.  He  watches  the  sky  filling  with  clouds, 
turning  a deep  bruised  blue.  As  the  darkness 
moves  toward  him,  he  quietly  searches  his  pock- 
ets until  he  finds  the  one  thing  that  can  ease  his 
fears.  Carefully  he  removes  the  candy  and  slow- 
ly unwraps  a small  round  ball  of  yellow  sugary 
goodness  and  gently  tucks  it  in  the  inside  of  his 
left  cheek.  He  uses  his  tongue  to  keep  it  in 
place  while  he  waits  for  the  familiar  sweetness 
to  fill  his  mouth. 

The  faintly  tart  flavored  confection 
begins  to  release  a peaceful  reverie  that  will 
carry  him  safely  through  the  coming  storm.  He 
slowly  rolls  the  delicate  round  sphere  forward 
and  then  just  as  slowly  moves  it  slightly  back. 
This  small  orb  of  lemony  smoothness  allows  his 
mind  to  rest.  He  loves  the  sweet  taste  of  quiet- 
ness his  little  ritual  produces.  Whenever  the 
loud  raging  storm  passing  in  front  of  him  threat- 
ens to  breach  the  walls  of  his  serenity,  he  simply 
increases  his  focus  on  the  feel  and  taste  of  his 
tiny  sweet  treasure,  his  ball  of  lemony  pleasure, 
his  morsel  of  delicate  emotional  sustenance. 

Quickly,  quietly  crunching  sweet  shards, 
spreading  across  his  tongue  the  lightly  citrus  fla- 
vor that  will  linger  longer  than  this  raging  storm. 
This  whirlwind  of  fury  will  pass  him  by.  It  always 
does.  He  has  only  to  concentrate  on  the  candy 
and  he  can  mute  the  ebb  and  flow  of  the  fury 
before  him.  This  small  lone  melting  lemon  drop 
can  assuage  the  fear  that  besets  him.  Feel  the 
roundness.  Taste  the  sweetness.  Focus  and 
weather  the  storm.  Taste  and  ignore  the  storm. 
Savor  and  survive.  One  more  onslaught  of 
parental  insanity  can  be  endured  with  a tiny 
bit  of  lemon  candy. 


L^mon 

Drops 


Linda  Nebauer 


9 


Sour  as  the  lime 


in  my  beer. 

Sweet  as  the  sugar 
in  my  tea. 

Bitchy  as  a pitbull 
in  rage. 

Lovable  as  a litter 

of  kittens. 

Demanding  and  unjustified 
as  Fidel  Castro 
Understanding  and  forgiving 
as  the  Pope. 

Smooth but rough. 

is  Me. 


Michele  Sempere 


Rebecca  Monge 
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Peace  Horse 

Ode  to  tiys^  Fi^ry  Celtic  Stee 
discovered  ifii^ihe  Ancient  MystK 


Btl^ld  the  Winged  Horse  of  Dreams  / / 
Who  lifts  this  woman,  soul  & snowy  dove  / / 
L^pOn  his  back,  then  sails  through  starry  s^/ 
Hlis  saddle  painted  gold  Sc  wine  Sc  tapestfftJ 
His  gilded  reins  held  close  by  all  humanity; 
Love  & lovers  fly  past  birth  & death  into  infinity. 


A bridle,  velvet  blue,  eyes  the  shade  of  moon. 

The  heart  holds  images:  peace  & hope,  desire 
He  bears  each  crucial  element  heavenward. 

The  wings  bring  forth  earth,  fire,  wat^aif  — 

St  ow  his  ivory  mane,  jewels  entvvjnefS, 

A\  crpwn,  the  interlace  of  Celtia'ktfot 
QiWbs  aloft,  eternal  triangle  m promise... 

Cat!  this  spirit-horse  Magic,  Music,  Memory, 
Ca^l  him  Immortality, 

Call  this  love. 

\ 


mj  wagner 
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Julie  is  a very  practical  young  woman.  From  the  moment 
I met  her,  I knew  that  I could  always  count  on  her  practi- 
cality. Sitting  in  my  '58  Chevy  those  many  summer 
nights,  planning  our  future  together,  she  would  make 
that  future  seem  immediate  and  real  by  ticking  off  how 
we'd  manage  the  budget. 

"Why  coupons  alone  will  save  as  much  as  $10  a 
week  on  our  food  bill,"  she'd  say,  "not  to  mention  how 
much  we'll  save  by  shopping  sale  items  and  planning 
our  meals  around  them."  I could  almost  hear  the  wheels 
churning  in  her  mind  and  would  sit  back  contentedly 
while  she  planned  the  mundane  aspects  ofWirilifei 
together.  We  ate  'eye  of  the  round'  roast  on  sal4  ai 
lots  of  chicken,  but  hardly  any  steak  or  prime  rib. 
never  seemed  to  be  on  sale.  Julie  insisted  it  wa3 
you  anyway,  and  that  was  that.  After  seven  yeatji 
gain  basement  dinners,  Julie's  practicality  has 
thin.  I've  taken  to  shopping  for  groceries  now,  day  by 
day,  and  having  a natural  aversion  to  those  red  flagged 
items.  It's  kind  of  silly  when  you  think  about  it.  I'm  still 
manipulated  by  the  store's  advertised.5pe^ls  to  the 
point  where  I wouldn't  know  ho<^^^SeTo'^cid 
feel  like  eating.  ,/ 


Julie  and  I have  a fifth  flclor  apartinebt  o|f 
Beacon  Street.  The  building  went  CQndoj||r6|e  ye 
and  having  no  reason  to  change  ourffvtng^ndf 
we  purchased  our  apartment  at  a very  good  price.  I've 
been  feeling  kind  of  restless  lately.  Seven  years  this  past 
February,  and  nothing  much  has  changed  in  our  lives 
since  we  said  "I  do".  Somehow  I never  anticipated  ho\y_ 
stagnant  married  life  wouk 
missing,  like  a jigsaw  puzz(e| 
insists  things  are  fine  and  all  I] 
maybe  a vacation  or  somethi| 

Great  Vacation  Getaway  sh^ 

Auditorium.  Although  I'm 
vacation  is  the  answer,  I've  agreed  to  go  along.  It's  not 
like  we  have  anything  better  to  do. 

"The  girls  in  the  office  said  the  Antilles  are  great 
this  time  of  year.  Absolutely  the  place  to  go  this  winter," 
Julie  says,  as  she  pushes  the  down  button  for  the  eleva- 
tor. "We'll  have  to  be  sure  and  check  out  information  on 
the  Antilles" 

"Exactly  where  are  the  Antilles,"  I ask  with  skep- 
ticism, "and  what  makes  them  so  hot?" 

Well,  I don't  know  exactly,"  Julie  answers  some- 


what tensely.  "That's  why  we're  going  to  this 
show.  We'll  find  out  all  the  particulars  when  we 
get  there." 

Ding!  The  elevator  bell  marks  the  end  of 
round  one  and  we  enter  the  elevator  and  step  to 
the  rear. 

There's  nothing  like  an  elevator  to  bring  a 
welcome  respite  to  an  unwanted  conversation 
and  I lean  against  the  back  of  the  car  and  close 


es._ 


'tl'ni  sure  this  is  just  what  the  doctor 
u|d  otjderrfet^ou,  Jim.  A couple  of  weeks 
from  it  all  with  plenty  of  time  to  do  whatev- 
u vygntLoLopthing  at  all.  Sounds  great,  does- 


"Mmhm."  I mumble.  Except  it  really 
doesn't  sound  that  great  to  me.  Julie's  enthusiasm 
Jeay^s  me  untouche(;J  at  the  moijient. 

"Maybe  we  shoiild  ^heck  out  Club  Med 
we're  there.  You  always  said  you'd  like  to 
go  to  Club  Med.  Remem|be|?" 

— ^ Ding!  Round  tw^.  The  elevator  door 

"opens  on  the  third  fToor  and  in  walk  the  Millers. 
We  see  the  Millers  occasionally  on  our  journeys 
up  and  down  the  elevator.  If  not  for  that  they 
would  be  strangers  to  us.  Although  we  are  about 
the^.same  age^  and.there  really  aren't  that  many 
pobpl^  in  the  building,  thei  MiTtersTnove  in  much 
cjifferet^t  circles  than  we  d(J.  We  exchange  the 
usuat  plpasanfries  asJ#i"e  elev;i#9r doors  close. 

' B^b  Miller  stoops  doivn  and  picks  up  his 

young  daughter  Megan.  "M^ah,  can  you  say 
hello?" 

Megan,  raven  ringlets  curling  around  her 
face,  big  brown  eyes  sparkling  with  mischief, 
coyly  leans  her  head  into  her  father's  shoulder 
and  peaks  at  me  with  one  eye.  "FHellllll  o"  she 
trills.  Megan's  cute  as  a button  and  I always  get  a 
charge  out  of  seeing  her.  Julie  isn't  as  smitten 
with  Megan  as  I am,  and  actually  acts  cold  and 
distant  whenever  we  run  into  the  Millers.  Tonight 
is  no  exception  and  the  elevator  grows  chillingly 
quiet. 
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Ding!  Departing  the  elevator,  Megan  looks  back 
and  waves  at  me,  her  little  fingers  curling  and 
uncurling  as  she  waves  bye-bye.  julie  and  I exit 
and  turn  left  down  the  long  hallway  towards  the 
parking  garage. 

Driving  over  to  the  Berkeley  Auditorium, 
Julie  is  uncharacteristically  quiet,  her  earlier 
enthusiasm  having  disappeared  into  thin  air.  The 
ride  is  silent,  the  car  suddenly  huge  and  empty, 
each  of  us  lost  in  our  own  thoughts.  Funny,  the 
future  I pictured  years  ago  for  Julie  and  me  has 
gotten  lost  somehow.  I don't  imagine  I'll  find  it  at 
the  Great  Vacation  Getaway. 

Berkeley  Auditorium  is  a maze  of  travel 
agent  booths  adorned  with  festive  streamers  and 
posters  of  tropical  beaches  and  panoramic  ocean 
shots.  Caribbean  music  resounds  throughout  the 
hall.  Feeling  like  two  children  lost  at  the  fair,  Julie 
and  I wander  through  the  hall,  bombarded  by  the 
music  and  seemingly  endless  array  of  vacation 
information.  I haven't  a clue  what  we're  doing 
here. 

"Mamma,  Bahama  mamma,  la  la 

la good  evening  folks.  Can  I help  you  with 

something?"  In  a tropical  shirt  so  bright  it  hurts 
my  eyes,  the  young  man  seems  the  perfect  sales 
draw  for  the  great  escape.  Julie  steps  up  to  the 
counter  with  a sigh  of  relief. 

"We're  interested  in  a winter  vacation." 
Looking  back  at  me  with  a smile,  Julie  says,  "My 
husband  and  I are  kind  of  bored  and  looking  for 
a change  of  pace.  Something  fun  but  relaxing 
would  be  heaven." 

"Have  you  ever  been  to  Club  Med?"  the 
bronze  god  inquires.  "I  can  tell  you  that  nobody 
does  it  better  than  Club  Med.  We  have  the  most 
lovely  properties  in  the  Caribbean  and  a world- 
wide reputation  for  excellence.  You  seem  like  a 
savvy  young  couple  and  I can  tell  you  that  you 
won't  be  disappointed  if  you  go  to  Club  Med. 
Here's  a brochure  of  all  our  vacation  properties 
along  with  a listing  of  current  prices."  Handing 
Julie  the  brochure  the  size  of  a small  magazine, 
the  young  man  smiles  warmly,  "Did  you  have  a 
place  in  mind?" 


"We  were  thinking  of  the  Antilles.  I have  friends 
who've  been  down  there  and  thought  it  was  fabulous."  A 
slight  frown  on  her  face,  Julie  adds,  "I  don't  know  if  they 
were  at  Club  Med  or  not.  Do  you  have  a Club  Med  in 
the  Antilles?" 

"The  Antilles,  huh?  Beautiful  spot,  you're  right, 
and  very  hot  right  now.  We  have  a lovely  Club  Med 
down  in  the  Antilles.  Very  popular  with  the  European 
crowd.  It's  quite  a trip  from  Boston  though  and  our  flights 
from  here  are  limited  and  fill  up  quickly.  Why  don't  you 
take  a quick  look  at  the  brochure;  it  tells  you  all  about 
what  we  offer  down  there.  See  if  it's  what  you're  looking 
for  while  I take  care  of  these  other  people." 

Julie  flips  through  the  brochure  as  I look  around 
at  the  multiple  travel  agents'  booths.  They  all  seem  about 
the  same  to  me,  and  after  looking  at  five  or  six  escapes, 
all  the  islands  kind  of  blend  together.  Julie  however  is  hot 
on  the  trail. 

"Snorkeling,  wind  surfing,  sailing,  they  even  have 
scuba  diving  if  you  feel  like  it."  Reaching  for  my  arm, 

Julie  pulls  me  back  from  my  reverie. 

"Honey,  look  at  these  pictures.  Will  you  just  look 
at  the  beach?  Have  you  ever  seen  anything  so  inviting?" 
Julie  closes  her  eyes  dreamily,  "Can't  you  just  picture  us 
on  that  beach,  sipping  Pina  Colada's,  basking  in  the  sun 
with  not  a care  in  the  world?" 

Standing  there,  feeling  marooned  amidst  all  this 
cacophony,  I realize  that  Julie's  desperately  seeking  my 
approval  for  this  grand  adventure.  Snapping  out  of  my 
reverie,  I listen  more  attentively  as  Julie  continues. 

"I've  always  wanted  to  try  diving  too,  and  you 
know  how  you  love  to  sail.  Let  me  see  if  1 can  find  the 
prices,  it  says  here  that  everything's  included."  She  flips 
through  the  pages  while  I try  to  rustle  up  some  enthusi- 
asm. 

"Oh  my  gosh"  she  gasps.  "Well,  that's  an  awful 
lot  of  money!  I didn't  think  it  would  cost  that  much.  For 
one  week!" 

Julie  purses  her  lips  and  turns  to  me.  "Gee,  1 
don't  know.  What  do  you  think,  Jim?" 

"Whatever  you  think  is  fine  with  me."  I say. 
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"This  is  your  idea  after  all.  If  you  really  think  we  should 
go,  I'm  sure  we  can  come  up  with  the  money." 

Frowning  at  me,  she  answers,  "I  don't  know,  but 
is  it  worth  it,  for  one  week!  I don't  know."  Trapped  in  her 
own  practicality,  Julie  turns  back  to  the  counter  as  our 
young  salesman  returns. 

"How  are  you  folks  doing?  Did  you  like  what 
you  saw?  Do  you  want  me  to  see  about  booking  you?" 

"Gee,  I don't  know,"  Julie  hedges.  "It's  lovely 
and  all,  but  it's  a little  more  than  I planned  on  spending." 

"You  have  to  remember  it's  an  all  inclusive  price. 
It  covers  all  your  activities,  entertainment,  your  room, 
transportation,  and  all  your  meals,  including  beer  and 
wine.  The  only  added  expense  would  be  mixed  drinks, 
and  the  bar  prices  are  very  reasonable.  It's  sort  of  like  a 
cruise  ship  without  the  boat." 

Sensing  a lost  commission,  our  Bahama  Boy 
scrambles.  "The  reason  this  particular  Club  Med  is  so 
expensive  is  because  of  the  air  fare.  If  you  were  to  con- 
sider another  location,  you  might  find  the  prices  more 
affordable.  For  example,  if  you  want  to  go  to  the 
Bahamas,  I can  save  you  $500  per  person  on  air  fare 
alone.  We  have  a couple  of  really  hot  spots  in  the 
Bahamas.  There's  a great  Club  Med  in  Nassau,  right  in 
the  heart  of  everything,  with  gambling  and  nightlife 
galore.  There  is  a bit  of  a ride  to  the  beach,  but  our  trans- 
portation services  are  excellent." 

"No,  I think  we'd  rather  be  on  the  beach,"  Julie 
says  sadly.  "Neither  one  of  us  really  care  about  gam- 
bling. What  else  do  you  have  in  the  Bahamas?" 

Quickly  flipping  through  the  pages  of  the 
brochure,  he  says  to  Julie,  "We  have  this  spot  here  on  the 
island  of  Eleuthera.  One  of  our  newer  locations,  it's  very 
popular  and  has  one  of  the  prettiest  beaches  around." 

Brightening,  Julie  turns  to  me,  "Look  Jim,  this 
place  looks  even  nicer  than  the  Antilles.  It  has  everything 
we'd  be  interested  in  and  it's  much  more  affordable." 

I look  at  the  proffered  magazine  pushed  under 
my  nose.  What's  not  to  like?  Lovely  beaches,  gorgeous 
views.  Idyllic  vacation  in  the  Caribbean.  "It  looks  fine, 
Julie.  If  this  is  what  you  want,  it's  fine  with  me." 
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With  more  enthusiasm  that  I can  muster, 
Julie  turns  back  to  Bahama  Boy.  "Excuse  me,  can 
you  tell  me  more  about  Eleuthera?  It  seems  like 
it's  just  what  we're  looking  for." 

Smiling  with  relief,  he  smoothly  contin- 
ues. "Sure,  be  happy  to.  Eleuthera  offers  just 
about  any  activity  you  can  imagine.  All  the  rooms 
face  the  beach  and  are  centrally  located  to  the 
main  dining  room  and  bar.  It's  very  popular  with 
this  area  because  the  flight  is  pretty  short,  only 
about  four  hours.  You  fly  out  around  seven  in  the 
morning  and  you'll  have  most  of  the  afternoon  on 
the  beach." 

Julie  looks  over  to  me,  more  excited  than 
I've  ever  seen  her  in  a long  time.  Maybe  this  isn't 
such  a bad  idea  after  all.  "Sounds  great  to  me, 
Jim.  I think  we  should  go  ahead  and  do  it.  It  will 
be  just  what  we  need." 

"All  right"  I say,  "let's  do  it." 

Bahama  Boy  turns  to  the  computer  and 
begins  to  punch  keys.  "Okay."  he  mutters,  "that's 
for  the  third  week  in  January,  1998.  Two  adults. 
Right?  Oh  by  the  way,  do  you  folks  have  any  chil- 
dren? Eleuthera  is  one  of  our  clubs  that  offers  a 
Mini  Club  for  the  kids.  Kind  of  a package  deal, 
very  popular  with  young  families." 

"No  we  don't."  Julie  says.  "I'm  not  sure 
we  want  to  go  to  a club  where  there  would  be  a 
lot  of  children  running  around.  Maybe  we  should 
look  some  more,"  she  sighs.  "Thanks  anyway." 

"Okay,  no  problem.  Here,  take  a 
brochure  with  you  and  this  complimentary  gift 
package.  It's  got  all  kinds  of  neat  things.  If  you 
change  your  mind  give  us  a call." 

Her  tropical-patterned  Club  Med  bag 
hanging  by  her  side,  Julie  turns  to  me.  "Let's  go 
Jim.  Suddenly  I've  got  an  excruciating  headache. 
I'm  not  sure  this  is  what  we're  looking  for  after 
all." 

Julie  and  I leave  Berkeley  Center  and 
head  for  the  car.  Julie  with  a headache  is  not  to 
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be  trifled  with  and  the  ride  home  is  quiet. 


Waiting  for  the  elevator  in  the  lobby,  we  run  into 
the  Millers  again. 

Seeing  Julie's  bag,  Mrs.  Miller  smiles  and  asks, 
"Oh,  are  you  two  going  to  Club  Med.  We  went  there  last 
year  and  had  a wonderful  time."  Turning  to  her  husband, 
she  laughs.  "Remember,  honey?  We  went  to  Eleuthera.  It 
was  beautiful,  a perfect  vacation,  and  we  could  even 
bring  Megan.  It  was  the  best  vacation  of  our  lives.  In  fact, 
we  were  just  talking  about  going  there  again  this  winter. 
Next  spring,  God  willing,  there  will  be  another  little 
Miller  running  around  and  Lord  knows  when  we'll  be 
able  to  go  away  on  vacation  again." 

Ding.  The  elevator  door  opens  and  we  all  enter 
and  head  upstairs. 


Sheila  Kenyon 


Along  the  way 


We  are  Knowledge- 
Experiencing  along  the  way. 

The  experience  changes 
the  knowledge. 

Knowledge  intensifies  the 
experience. 

Realizing  and  Expanding- 
We  Evolve... 


Nicole  Olenio 
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TO  RIP  THE  WIND  IN  FREE  GLIDE 


...Closer  and  closer... 
as  I move  from  Reverie  to  Real  — 

I wake  to  a familial  sound... 

This  marimba  — 

of  staggered  harmonies...  Pleasing... 

Melodic... 

I listen  like  the  child  — 

"Awakened" 
with  the  fervor  of  life. 

Ascending  — to  the  forte  in  pitch... 

"closer"  ...cascading  towards  me 
...ear-  bound. 

Like  the  pounding  hoofs  of  wing'd  chariots... 

In  unison... 

with  th'  hearts  rythmn'd  timpani. 

"...'T/s  th'  trumpet  o'  southbound  flight..." 

Their  tune... 

(wondrously)  — pulls  me  back. 

Back...  — within  my  spiritual  Nature. 

TRUMPETING!  Yes...! 

At  fever  pitch! 

I gather  my  earthbound  soul... 
to  rally  to  th'  trumpet — 

...and  gaze  window  way! 

A free-most  sight...! 
of  that  familiar  departure  — 
from  herald's  seasons  gone  by. 

Abreast... 

Back  — from  each  others'  wing... 

an  air-splitting  alliance  of  individuality. 

A wayward  wond'r...  — drawn — 

to  an  unknown  magnetism. 

They  brazen  the  sky  — for  this  intimate  ideal. 
The  "arrowhead"  of  life's  true  significance. 

A perfect  "right  angle"  — in  motion 


On  course  are  the  navigators  of  Time. 
Point  "A"iming...  -to  point  "B"eing... 
The  Concert...  soon  winds  down. 

An  Encore... 

into  the  oblivion. 

With  pitch  slowly  descending... 

trumpets  fade... 

Cascading  melodically  — 
off  to  the  horizon... 

Their  hymn...  echoes  off  the  clouds. 

I slip  back  to  conformity... 

Earthbound...  I close  my  eyes 
— wondering... 

Pondering... 

this  never-ending  tune  o'  trumpets — 
in  my  mind. 

A harmonious  will  — of  soul  and  space. 
Time  — has  no  distance. 

The  sound  fades  — on  the  horizontal  line... 
Fly  on,  ...friends  — 

Fly  on... 

But,...  they  know  they  are  free... 

Free!...  Because,... 

In  their  familiar  flight  formation,... 

They  flashed  the  "V"  for  victory! 

I fade  back  to  Reverie. 

...I  leave  conformed  shackles  behind. 

I am  the  "V"  shaped  formation... 

To  this  ultimate  Freedom...  of  Mind. 


A.J.  Cyr 
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LEAVES  IN  THE  SNOW 


Sheets  of  white  crystals  sprinkle  the  earth 

Capture  leaves  still  with  color 
Red,  Orange,  Gold 
Some  Brown 

Lying  face  up  and  face  down 
Frozen 

Imbedded 
Some  alone 

Some  near  or  on  top  of  one  another 
Leaves  still  with  color 
Red,  Orange,  Gold 
Some  Brown 


Robin  L.  Tremblay 
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Wednesday,  9:50  am 

Jack  grabbed  the  Volvo's  door  handle  and  yanked 
hard,  causing  the  alarm  to  squeal.  "Shit!"  He  fished  the 
remote  entry  key  chain  from  his  jacket  pocket  and  pushed 
the  button  a second  time,  unlocking  the  door  and  killing 
the  alarm.  Snatching  the  door  open,  he  reached  under  the 
passenger  side  seat.  His  hand  closed  on  the  cold  metal  of 
the  9mm  Baretta  automatic.  He  quickly  slid  it  under  his 
suit  coat  and  slammed  the  door.  His  quick  strides  carried 
him  across  the  garage  to  the  elevator.  Once  inside  he 
pushed  the  button  for  the  tenth  floor,  and  waited.  Jack's 
breath  came  in  ragged  gasps.  No  more  bullshit,  he 
thought.  The  counter  ran  upwards  steadily.  "Payback 
time,"  he  whispered. 

Earlier  that  day 

As  the  sun  rose  its  light  spread  slowly  across  the 
floor  of  the  room.  Gradually  it  revealed  a form  slumped 
in  a leather  easy  chair.  Jack  stared  straight  ahead,  as  he 
had  all  night.  The  rage  was  just  a smoldering  ember  under 
the  weight  of  emptiness  and  exhaustion.  The  reality  of 
being  alone  sat  heavily  upon  him.  Images  of  all  he  had 
sacrificed  for  his  relationship  with  Carol  haunted  him  for 
the  entire  night.  Today  would've  been  his  first  day  as 
Assistant  Vice  President.  He  sighed  and  looked  at  the 
clock  on  his  cable  box  revealing  that  it  was  6:00  am.  Time 
to  get  up  he  thought.  At  least  he  still  had  his  job. 
Dragging  his  stiff  body  from  the  chair  he  headed  for  the 
bathroom,  stripping  as  he  went.  "Can't  be  late"  he  mut- 
tered aloud.  He  took  an  icy  shower  and  then  shaved 
quickly.  As  he  finished  dressing  he  noted  that  it  was  6:20. 
Grabbing  his  briefcase  he  headed  out  the  front  door.  The 
cheerful  quiet  beauty  of  this  spring  morning  seemed  to 


mock  him.  Jack  jumped  into  the  Volvo,  gunned 
the  engine,  and  accelerated  swiftly  onto  the  quiet 
suburban  streets.  The  idiot  driver  factor  was  high 
this  morning  and  he  got  stuck  at  almost  every  red 
light  on  the  highway.  As  his  frustration  rose  his 
thoughts  spun  around  uncontrollably.  First  his 
promotion  gone,  now  Carol.  Traffic  was  building. 
A light  changed  to  yellow  100  yards  ahead.  The 
driver  in  front  of  him  slowed  and  came  to  a stop  a 
second  before  the  light  went  red.  Jack  laid  on  the 
horn  and  screamed  an  obscenity. 

Jack  accelerated  onto  the  highway  with 
relief.  No  more  lights!  Good  thing  he  was  out 
this  early;  he  couldn't  afford  to  be  late.  The  clock 
read  6:48.  Jack  swerved  in  and  out  of  lanes  look- 
ing for  the  clearest  route.  The  miles  rolled  by. 
Traffic  was  thickening.  His  mind  drifted.  He 
could  see  Carol  screaming  as  she  had  last  night. 
Gone!  After  all  the  crap  he  had  put  up  with.  The 
thought  spun  about  his  head.  The  rage  was  build- 
ing. Why!  He  had  given  her  everything. 
Everything!  Now  she  was  gone.  "Spent  me  just 
like  she  had  spent  my  money."  Jack's  fist  slammed 
down  on  the  dashboard.  "Damn!  What  the  hell 
was  I thinking?"  He  switched  on  the  radio  to  dis- 
tract himself.  His  thoughts  wouldn't  leave  him 
alone.  He  was  shaking  with  anger.  Something 
caught  his  eye,  flashing  blue  lights  behind  him.  A 
quick  glance  at  the  speedometer  revealed  a whop- 
ping ninety-five.  "Shit!  Shit,  shit,  SHIT!"  Jack 
slowed  immediately  and  began  to  move  the  car 
over  from  the  fast  lane  "Maybe  he's  after  someone 
else,"  he  prayed  aloud.  The  cruiser  moved  over 
with  him.  "Shit!"  It  was  7:33!  "Be  polite  and  this 
may  not  take  too  long;  I can  still  make  it  in  time," 
he  thought.  Jack  put  the  car  in  park  and  reached 
over  to  the  glove  compartment  to  get  his  registra- 
tion. As  he  flipped  the  door  open  his  pistol  tum- 
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bled  out  with  a small  shower  of  receipts  and  maps.  He 
stomach  churned.  Quickly  he  shoved  it  under  the  pas- 
senger seat  and  fumbled  for  his  registration. 

"License  and  registration  please,  sir."  The  words 
startled  him.  He  hadn't  seen  the  cop  get  out  of 
his  cruiser. 

"Of  course,  Officer,"  Jack  passed  over  the  docu- 
ments with  trembling  hands. 

"Did  you  know  your  inspection  sticker  expired 
yesterday?" 

"What!" 

"Please  wait  here,  and  remain  in  your  car."  The 
cop  walked  back  towards  his  cruiser. 

jack  fumed  as  the  cop  took  his  sweet  time. 

7:53  and  Jack  was  off  again.  "Damnit,  this  was 
goanna  be  too  close.  Piece  of  shit  cop  had  to  run  my 
plate!  So  I forgot  to  get  a new  sticker — big  deal!  This  car 
is  only  two  years  old!"  The  cop  had  taken  the  next  exit 
and  Jack  accelerated  again.  His  car  whizzed  along  into 
the  thickening  traffic. 

8:15  saw  Jack  pulling  up  to  the  tollbooth  on  the 
bridge.  Clutching  his  exact  change  with  impatience  he 
pulled  into  the  shortest  line — five  cars  to  go.  The  line 
rolled  forward  far  too  slowly.  "Christ,  they  come  this  way 
every  single  day.  You'd  think  they  would  know  to  have 
their  change  ready."  Cars  slowly  slid  through;  finally  it 
was  his  turn.  As  he  moved  to  pitch  the  coins  into  the  hop- 
per he  slipped,  spilling  them  across  the  ground.  "Aww  for 
crying  out  loud!"  He  was  too  close  to  the  booth  to  open 
his  door  and  collect  the  spilled  change  so  Jack  frantically 
pawed  through  the  car  and  his  pockets  for  more  money. 
A horn  sounded  loudly  from  behind.  "Hurry  up,  asshole" 
some  guy  screamed.  Jack  pitched  the  change  in  and  sped 
through  the  opening  gate  while  flipping  off  the  guy  behind 
him.  His  head  hurt!  He  found  his  breaths  coming  in 
gasps.  Sweat  was  soaking  his  shirt.  "Gotta  calm  down!" 
He  concentrated  on  slowing  his  breathing  and  relaxing  his 
muscles.  About  2 miles  later  he  ran  into  a wall  of  traffic. 
Anger  flared  again.  The  traffic  was  getting  nowhere  fast. 

The  Volvo's  tires  squealed  as  Jack  dodged  around 
the  last  two  cars  and  shot  into  the  underground  garage.  It 
took  him  5 minutes  to  find  a space;  he  was  goanna  be 
late!  He  jumped  out  and  dashed  for  the  elevator.  It 
opened  immediately  much  to  his  relief.  Jack  pushed  10 
and  hoped  no  one  else  hit  a button  anywhere.  He  was 
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lucky  in  that.  The  counter  went  up  steadily  with- 
out interruption.  The  doors  slid  open  slowly  and 
he  slipped  through  as  soon  as  the  space  was  big 
enough.  The  wall  clock  read  9:09. 

Trying  to  look  nonchalant,  Jack  headed 
for  his  office.  If  he  could  just  get  there  without 
drawing  attention  to  himself. 

"Jack!"  He  turned  to  see  Stevenson's 
executive  assistant  coming  up  behind  him. 

"Mr.  Stevenson  wants  to  see  you  at 
once,"  she  said  and  mouthed  the  words  "good 
luck." 

"Oh  shit,"  he  thought.  "Now  he's  goan- 
na jump  on  my  ass!" 

As  he  approached  Stevenson's  office  he 
could  hear  yelling  coming  from  within. 

"Great,"  he  thought.  He  turned  to  the  girl 
whose  desk  was  closest  to  the  boss'  office. "Who's 
in  there?" 

"Mr.  Johannsen,  sir" 

"Thanks." 

Jack  laughed  inwardly.  Well,  well,  the 
new  VP  is  deep  in  it  already.  That's  what  Bill  gets 
for  nosing  his  way  into  my  promotion.  The  door 
swung  open  and  Bill  stalked  out  looking  pissed. 
Jack  entered  and  closed  the  door  behind  him. 
Stevenson  was  out  of  his  chair  and  leaning  across 
his  desk  screaming  before  Jack  even  crossed  the 
room.  "Saunders,  what  the  hell  is  going  on!  This 
is  the  third  time  you've  been  late  this  month.  You 
wonder  why  we  didn't  we  didn't  make  you 
Assistant  VP?  You'll  be  lucky  if  you  have  a job  at 
the  end  of  the  week!"  Stevenson  snatched  a fold- 
er off  his  desk  and  waved  it  in  Jack's  face.  "This 
trouble  with  the  Seltzman  account  has  got  to  be 
straightened  out!  He  is  potentially  the  biggest 
customer  this  firm  has  ever  had.  You  fuck  this  up 
any  more  and  you  can  kiss  your  ass  goodbye! 
And  see  to  it  that  you  get  to  work  on  time.  We've 
no  time  for  slackers."  The  words  seemed  to  reach 
out  and  slap  him  in  the  face.  Jack  fought  to 
remain  in  control;  he  could  feel  himself  flush. 
"The  Board  is  crawling  up  my  ass  because  Ivan 
Seltzman  is  rumored  to  be  looking  at  other  com- 
panies to  handle  his  accounts.  If  he  walks.  I'm  in 
a world  of  shit  and  it  rolls  down  hill!  You  used  to 
be  able  to  handle  these  things.  I don't  care  what 
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the  hell  your  problems  are  at  home!  Get  out  there  and  get  him  to 
sign."  Jack  was  shaking  with  rage  and  humiliation.  He  snapped 
out  a curt  "yessir"  and  retreated  from  the  office. 


Closing  the  door  behind  himself  he  turned  and  proceed- 
ed through  the  sea  of  cubicles  on  the  way  to  his  office.  Everyone 
was  pretending  not  to  have  heard  what  transpired,  but  Stevenson's 
voice  was  notorious  for  its  ability  to  carry  throughout  the  floor. 
Jack  fumed  with  the  embarrassment.  Outside  his  own  office  his 
assistant  Rick  looked  sympathetic:  "Tough  morning  huh?" 

"I  don't  want  to  discuss  it.  Please  get  Ivan  Seltzman  on 
the  phone." 

"Sure  thing  Boss." 

Jack  went  over  to  the  coffee  machine,  poured  himself  a 
cup  and  headed  into  his  office.  He  grabbed  the  Seltzman  files  and 
spread  them  out  on  his  desk.  "I  have  got  to  clear  my  head,"  he 
said  quietly.  Still  his  thoughts  would  not  come  under  his  control. 
They  whirled  faster  and  faster,  images  of  all  the  hard  sacrifices  he 
had  made  and  all  the  pain  he  had  suffered.  Carol  screaming  angry 
obscenities  and  slamming  the  door  on  her  way  out.  Stevenson 
announcing  Bill  Johannsen's  promotion  to  the  Assistant  VP  posi- 
tion which  Jack  had  worked  so  hard  for.  He  felt  so  alone.  He  felt 
like  he  was  on  the  edge  of  a black  pit  that  was  sucking  him  in.  Jack 
realized  with  a start  that  he  was  crying.  Hurriedly  he  wiped  away 
the  tears. 

"Hey  Boss,  I can't  get  through  to  Seltzman." 

"What!" 

"His  secretary  says  he  is  in  a meeting." 

"Meeting  my  ass!  That's  the  oldest  damn  line!" 

"Sorry,  Boss,"  Rick  looked  a little  dejected. 

"It's  ok,  try  again  in  15  minutes." 

"Sure  thing.  Boss" 

Jack  felt  himself  sag  inwardly.  He  needed  to  get 
Seltzman!  "I'm  not  going  to  lose  my  job  too,"  he  whispered  under 
his  breath.  As  he  took  a sip  of  coffee  it  spilled  down  the  front  of 
his  shirt.  "Crap!" 

"You  okay  Boss,"  came  Rick's  call. 

"Fine,"  he  snapped. 

He  rose  and  headed  out  to  the  bathroom.  Eyes  followed 
him  the  whole  way.  "They  can't  wait  to  see  me  fail,"  he  thought. 
"Bunch  of  fuckin  vultures,"  he  thought.  He  slammed  open  the 
bathroom  door  and  strode  in.  He  rubbed  at  the  stain  on  his  shirt 
with  a paper  towel  and  went  to  relieve  himself.  As  he  stood  wash- 
ing his  hands  he  looked  into  the  mirror  at  a face  he  almost  didn't 
recognize.  He  felt  tired  and  drawn  thin,  so  much  stress!  Just  then 
the  stall  behind  him  opened  and  out  stepped  Bill.  Jack  had  never 
• really  liked  Bill,  but  diplomacy  was  always  the  order  of  business. 

Swallowing  his  pride  over  his  lost  job,  he  found  himself  saying 
good  morning.  Bill  just  looked  at  him  in  a funny  way,  and  washed 
his  hands  in  silence.  Jack  couldn't  believe  it!  "What  an  arrogant 
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prick,"  he  thought.  "He  gets  my  promotion  and  then  won't 
even  acknowledge  me!" 

Bill  was  turning  to  leave,  but  stopped  at  the  door. 
He  turned  and  looked  at  Jack  in  that  funny  way  again. 
"How's  Carol  doing?  I heard  she  was  going  to  be  avail- 
able." With  a crooked  smile  he  turned  and  exited. 

"Fucking  bastard,"  Jack  screamed.  He  fought 
down  the  urge  to  run  after  Bill  and  pummel  the  asshole. 
His  heart  was  pounding  in  his  chest.  "Gotta  calm  down, 
get  a grip."  Wiping  a damp  paper  towel  across  his  fore- 
head he  sighed.  "The  people  around  here  are  getting  outta 
hand!"  As  he  left  the  bathroom  he  caught  the  stares  and 
whispers  of  the  vultures  in  cubicle  land. 

"What  the  hell  are  you  looking  at,"  he  snapped. 

They  quickly  returned  to  their  work. 

As  he  approached  his  office  he  glanced  at  Rick. 
"Don't  worry  about  calling  Seltzman,  I'll  get  him  myself." 
He  entered  the  office  and  slammed  the  door  behind  him. 
Snatching  the  phone  off  the  desk  he  dialed  Seltzman's 
number,  punching  the  buttons  fiercely. 

"Good  morning,  Ivan  Seltzman's  office,"  said  a 
female  voice. 

"This  is  Jack  Saunders  from  ISP  Associates,  I want 
to  speak  to  Mr.Seltzman." 

"One  moment  Mr.  Saunders." 

The  hold  music  was  annoying.  Don't  Stop 
Thinking  About  Tomorrow  by  Fleetwood  Mac.  His  fingers 
drummed  on  the  desk. 

"Mr.  Saunders?"  It  was  the  secretary  again. 

"Yes." 

"Mr.  Seltzman  is  unable  to  take  your  call  but  he 
asked  me  to  inform  you  that  he  has  decided  to  take  his 
business  elsewhere." 

For  a second  he  was  numb.  When  he 
came  to  he  slammed  the  phone  down  so  hard  the  handset 
cracked.  Throwing  open  the  office  door  he  almost  ran  Rick 
over  as  he  rushed  out  towards  the  elevator. 

9:55  am 

Now  he  would  get  back  at  them!  He  gripped  the 
pistol  under  his  jacket.  The  counter  rose  steadily.  His 
thoughts  swam.  The  elevator  stopped.  Tenth  floor!  He 
heard  a strange  noise,  like  distant  thunder.  His  head 
pounded  as  the  door  slid  open.  He  stepped  into  mayhem. 
Roaring  noise  and  smoke  came  from  across  the  room  of 
cubicles.  He  couldn't  figure  out  what  was  going  on. 
People  were  running  and  screaming.  Everything  dropped 


into  slow  motion  as  he  rushed  across  the 
room.There  was  Bill,  with  a submachine  gun  in 
his  hand.  Jack  couldn't  even  believe  it!  Bill  was 
blasting  everything  in  sight.  He  saw  an  intern  go 
flying  as  a shot  caught  him  in  the  shoulder.  The  air 
was  full  of  smoke  and  the  sound  of  gunfire  was 
deafening.  Bill  turned  towards  him  with  that  weird 
smile  on  his  face.  Jack  snapped  out  of  his  daze  as 
the  smoking  muzzle  swung  towards  him.  He 
raised  his  pistol.  Shots  rang  out  from  both  guns. 

11:45 

Detective  Mills  closed  his  notebook.  "So 
this  guy  Saunders  pulled  out  a pistol  and  shot 
Johannsen?" 

"That's  right,  he  saved  us  all." 

"Okay,  thank  you  for  your  statement. 
Miss.  You  can  go." 

Mills  returned  to  the  office  where  evi- 
dence was  being  bagged  up.  Johnson  waved  to 
him  from  across  the  room. 

"What's  up  Sergeant?" 

"Just  got  off  the  phone  with  the  hospital. 
Saunders  is  in  surgery  but  they  think  he'll  be  fine." 

"Okay,  make  sure  we  get  in  to  interview 

him." 

"Sure  thing.  Lieutenant." 

"What  about  Johannsen?" 

"They  said  that  he'll  probably  make  it 

too." 

Mills  looked  around  the  room  and  shook 
his  head.  "What  a mess.  These  people  are  lucky 
that  this  Saunders  guy  had  wits  about  him.  He 
saved  a lot  of  lives.  Just  when  I thought  gun  con- 
trol was  a good  thing." 
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I figured  waxing  would  be  neater  than  shaving,  it 
would  eliminate  itchy  stubble  grow  back,  and  the  results 
would  last  much  longer.  Knowing  I had  to  wear  a 
bathing  suit  the  next  weekend,  so  I thought  I'd  wax  a few 
days  early.  It  was  my  first  time,  and  I figured  I'd  better  do 
it  early  rather  than  wait  for  the  last  minute.  Being  my 
frugal,  modest  self,  I decided  this  was  something  I could 
do  myself  to  save  money  and  embarrassment.  No  way 
was  I paying  a stranger  to  wax  my  bikini  line.  This  was  a 
job  to  be  done  in  the  privacy  of  my  own  bathroom. 

Thursday  morning  I had  a few  extra  minutes 
before  I had  to  leave  for  work.  I decided  to  go  for  it.  I 
got  out  the  box,  read  the  instructions,  which  seemed  sim- 
ple enough:  make  sure  area  is  clean  and  dry,  hold  wax 
packet  in  your  hands  to  warm,  peel  apart  pieces,  gently 
press  into  place  in  the  direction  the  hair  grows,  peel  back 
in  the  opposite  direction  and  ooh-la-la  smooth,  hairless 
skin! 

As  soon  as  I pulled  the  package  of  wax  out  of 
the  box,  I should  have  realized  I was  in  trouble!  This  was 
like  no  wax  I'd  ever  seen.  It  didn't  look  anything  like 
candle  wax  or  bees  wax.  I wasn't  sure  what  to  expect, 
but  this  definitely  wasn't  it!  It  looked  like  two  thin  pieces 
of  cellophane  with  butter  stuck  between  them.  I held 
both  pieces  between  my  hands  to  warm  them,  as 
instructed.  My  hands  were  plenty  warm  and  a little 
sweaty.  What  was  I doing  to  myself? 

Gingerly,  I separated  the  two  sheets  and  set  one 
aside.  Cautiously,  I pressed  the  1 " x 4"  "wax"  strip  along 
my  bikini  line  in  the  direction  the  hair  grew.  I suddenly 
felt  a sinking  feeling  in  the  pit  of  my  stomach  as  I went  to 
peel  back  the  "wax."  This  was  no  wax.;  this  stuff  strongly 
resembled  pine  pitch.  It  was  firmly  stuck  in  place.  As  I 
pulled,  I felt  each  and  every  hair  strongly  resisting  being 
uprooted.  I watched,  dumfounded,  as  the  hairs  stretched, 
then  snapped  back  in  place.  A few  stuck  to  the  wax,  but 
most  remained  intact.  Quickly,  I came  to  sympathize 
with  every  man  who  had  ever  had  chest  hairs  torn  out 
when  the  leads  for  an  EKG  were  ripped  off.  Ouch!  No 


matter  how  slowly  I pulled,  it  still  hurt  and  the 
hairs  were  not  being  "smoothly  removed." 
Finally  I stopped.  I glanced  at  the  clock.  It  was 
almost  time  to  leave  for  work. 

I held  my  breath,  squeezed  my  eyes 
shut  and  quickly  ripped  the  last  few  inches  off. 
My  eyes  popped  open  and  immediately  began 
to  tear.  Wow!  That  stung!  I looked  at  the  wax 
strip,  it  held  very  few  hairs  compared  to  the 
pain  I had  just  endured. 

I looked  down  at  my  skin.  It  resembled 
cheap  chicken-  - you  know  the  stuff  beside 
Perdue  that  is  pale  and  clammy,  with  goose- 
bumps  that  still  have  hair  sticking  out  of  them. 
The  worst  part  was  the  goo  still  stuck  to  my 
skin.  I tried  wiping  it  off.  It  held  firm.  Then  I 
tried  washing  it  off  with  hot  soapy  water,  then 
cold  soapy  water.  Still  stuck!  Uh-oh!  I'm  in 
trouble,  I thought,  I then  tried  a cotton  ball 
soaked  with  rubbing  alcohol.  It  stung  a it,  but 
the  pine  pitch  still  held  fast! 

With  no  choice  left,  I pulled  on  my 
panties,  pants  and  left  for  work. 

While  crossing  the  parking  lot  at  work, 

I realized  this  was  really  was  effective!  As  I 
walked,  the  elastic  from  my  undergarment 
stuck  to  where  I I had  waved,  slowly,  painfully 
ripping  out  each  hair  one  at  a time  it  seemed. 
By  the  end  of  the  day,  1 had  achieved  a smooth 
bikini  line...  on  one  side!  I'm  not  willing  to  try 
the  other  side!  Perhaps  hot  wax  would  be  bet- 
ter; it  would  burn  going  on  and  you'd  feel 
nothing  after  that.  Baby  Orajel  and  tweezers 
would  have  been  less  painful! 

Needless  to  say.  I'm  investing  in  a 
bathing  suit  with  a skirt! 
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My  old  school  was  huge  in  the  middle  of  a rural  area 
Trees  caressing  the  road 

The  building  seem  to  be  placed  there  for  a purpose 
Big  and  strong  as  the  bricks  it  was  made  out  of 
One  placed  on  each  other 

This  building  covered  most  of  the  street  it  was  built  on 

The  middle  of  the  building  was  the  entrance 

A broad  stair  case  with  wide  steps  that  reach  out  to  greet  everyone 

The  steps  seemed  too  big  for  small  children  to  climb 

Almost  as  if  they  were  intended  for  grown-ups  only 

Quickly  I realized  that  the  children  were  to  enter  the  building  from 

Smaller  steps  that  lead  out  beyond  the  cemented  walkways 

with  traces  of  dirt  swept  away 

the  walkway  surrounded  the  grand  squares  with  a waterfall 
Flowing  down  the  middle 

Shadeless  windows  with  pasted  cut-outs  from  children 

It  makes  you  think  the  structure  was  built  with  the  angle  of  the  sun  in  mind 

Shapes  filled  the  air  inside  the  classroom 

Walking  along  the  brown  creaking  floors  of  wood  you  came  along 

Hangers  for  the  children's  jackets 

The  scent  of  cut  scrap  paper  filled  the  air 

The  aroma  filled  the  hallways  as  you  entered  the  building 
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